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A CHURCH OF ENCLAND BALLAD,
BY REV. T, M. NRALE,
“ A sonm for the times when the sweet chareh ehimes
Called rich and poor w0 pray,
As tiey opened their eyes by the bright sunrise ;
And when evening died away,
The squire ¢ame out from his rich old hall,
And the peasants by two and Ly three,
A the wio hnan et his hntelie |.|l]'
And the shepherd left his tree,
Thea a song for the times, &
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hrough the churehyard dew, by the chureltyard vow
They went Loth old and voung, g oy
Al with one consent in prayer they bent,
And with one consent they sune,
They knelt on tha Hoor il the pravers were o'er,
To the priest l'wi.' wave gool heed :
Who \\'mlgd not bless the good old doys
Wihen our Chueel was a Churely i leed ?
Then a song for the times, &,

# Christmas was amerry Christmns then,
Al Faoster-tide the saine

Andthe v weleomad woll with merey Lell
Flach saint's day as it cnune, ’

They thought with fove on the szints aboye,
In the prous days of old

We tnl an | we slave till we drop in the grave,
And all for the lust of wold,

Ihen nosoaz Lo the times, &,

Pt lide we'll eare what wielind men
‘.I.~_'._ say, or may think of il .

They Kept theie saints’ days holy then,
We'll ievp them hily suil )

We'll cherish them now, in thines of strife,
As a holy and peacetinl thing

They were hought by a finthful prefote's life
And the hlood of a martceed Kine,

T song for the thmes, &o
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We koow not when we have met with a swcater
thing of its kind, than the following, which is ex-
tracted National Intelligenecr,  Every
wother will feel its trath, and many a heart respond

.
from  the

to the picture of domestic hife, so vividly and vet so

naturally exprossod,

candidly if the selection is not 1o your tastes,— AL
MATIEERNAL DUTIES,

A gentleman of our acquaintance, who has
lately beguiled some tedions hours by the
perasal of Balzae's new novel, entitled ** Jide-
matres de dena Jeunes Miuviees,” has favored
us with a translation of one oi'the many very
beauwitinl letters which that work contains.
T'tie subject, though it may he old and hack-
nied, 13 one of whieh a mother (and we have
many constant readers who belong to that

cutegory) can never become weary 3 und we |

doubt whether we have a reader of any class
who will not readily excuse us for devoting
a column or two to its publieation,

LETTERromhe Viscountessde PESTORAD E,
[l..’i i l‘rJ.'l'”l'!'y.] falhe Baranessde MACUMER,
[at Puris.)

You complain of my silence; have vou,
then, forgotten the two little dark-headed ur-
chins whom I govern, and who govern me?
You know already some of my reasons for
remaining at home. Besides the state ol'ony
uncle, | had no desire to deag with me to
Pavis a boy of four years old, and a little givl
who will soon be theee, while I amevery day
looking tor a third, 1 did not wish to embar-
rass your time or Jill your house with such a
family, nor in trath did 1 choose to appear so
much to my own disadvantage in the brilliant
cirele over which you veign; and 1 hold in

abhorrence the living in hotels or furnizhed |

apartments.  Our uncle, as soon as he heard

that we had called our son alter him, pre-|

sented me with two handred thousand {ranes
to purchase a house in Parvis, and my hus-
band is now looking out for one in yourquar-
ter of the ecity. My mother gave ‘me thirty
thousand for the furniture: o that, vwhen |
establish mysell’ for the scason at Paris, if
will be in my own house,  In short, 1 shall
ndeavor to be worthy of v adopted sister,

As to writine long letters now, how eanl?

. 5 * |
Read it, mothers, and tell us |

have them both asleep near me, I say to my-
seliy now | have nothing more to fear, In
fact, my dear, during the day a mather is
ceontinnally inventing dangers,  The moment
the children are ont of sizht—why, may be
Armand has stolen the razor to play with,

Cperhaps his elothes have eaught fire, an in- |

sect has stung him, he has tallen down, in
running and huret his head, or tumbled into a
pond where he may be drowned,  So you
| See, lllfl“‘l'lli".'.‘ i< but a =eries of sweet or tor-
rible fancies,  Not an hour but has its joys
and its fears.  But ol an evening, in my
chamber, the waking dream comes upon me,
when | arrange their destinies,  Then | ean
sce angels standing avound their pillows and
smiling upon thetr cherub lives,  Sometimes
Avmand calls me in his sleep; T fly to him;
 kiss s forehead and s hitle sister’s feet
cwithout their knowing it, and then contem-
plate them intheir placid beauty,  These are
| my feasts!  Yesterday onr guardian angel,
1 believe, disturbed me at midnight: T juinp-
ed up and Hew liest to the eradle of Athenais,
whose head | Hhuand too low, and then to Arp-
mand, whose feet were uncovered and purple,
with cold.  “Oh, sweet mamma'” said he.
waking and Kissing,

This is a night scene.  How necessary it
is for a mother to have her childeen at her
side!  Can a nurse, no watter how good a
one, take then up, quiet their fears, and put
them to sleep again, when they have been
awakened by some horvible nightinare?  For
they have their hitle dreams, and to explain
to them one ol these terrible visions is the
most  dilficult task wnaginable, even to a
mother, as the child 1s then bewildered, half
asleep, and latens at one and the same time
cwith datellizence and simplicity.  "Uheve is
Leertainly some peint between sleeping and
waking at which the intellect is perfect. My
sleep has become so light that 1 can see and
hear my little ones through the fringe of my
leyelids. A sizh, the slizhtest stiv awakes
me,  Phe inonster Clonvalsions scems to me
forever squatiing at the ot of their heds,

In the moring they are awake with the
first chivping of the hirds,
chattering 1s havdly distineuishable (rom that
cof a sparrow: little plaintive or joyous cries,
which reach me rather through the heart
than the ear. While Nus is pushing hev
way towards me with unsteady
wand, with the agility of' o m mkey, skips up
and elasps me vound the neck, My bed then
becomes the theatre of their plays, and the
mother lies completely at their diseretion,
The fittle givl puils my hair, while Apnand
defends itesii it were his own property, They
Feontinue their trioks withont resistanee, un-

til at last their bursts of' laughter, like the
fiving of guns in my cars, drive away the last
| vestige of sleep, and then we must all play
at * mother woll)" and mother wolf se1zos in
er devouring lips that yonng and fair and
delicate flesh, impresses athousand kisses on
ll!].u—'!- cogin tish :lllll misehievons oyes, thosoe
[ rosy shoulders, and Hitle jealousies are exei-
ted which ave delightiul, 1 have sometimes
been more than an hour \:mi.l!}' endeavoring
to put on one of my stockings.,

At last, however, we ave up! Then hegins
the labors of the totlet. 1 put on my dress-
i!!_'_: gowin, fuarn up the sleeves, and tic on my
Loil silk apron: then, with the assistance of
Marv, | bathe and wash the two liftle flow-
t';'.-;_- I choose to he the sole _i.l(i;_-l' of the
proper temperatnye of the water, for 1 have
no doubit that the crying of childveu when
‘they are washed is hall’ the thine eaused by
:ﬂu-. \\'3!“'!“5’ I)l is[.'_f La0 Il'.lt Ill'lli-ll f”'Il!, .['h!"l
| for the paper ships and the little elass ducks,
LI we would do onr work thoroughly, we must
keep children amuszed while we are washing
lthein, I yon but knew the many pleasnres

Ar-

stops,

Iute sovercions, in order to deaw off' their at-

in truth, thenr

we are called upon to invent for these abso- |

—— -

with Mary when our work is done, when we
sce the little angels standing clean m the
midst ol soaps, ;lnmgrn, Haunels, and the
thousand detuils of a real wwrsery. 1 have
become quite an Enghsh woman upon this
Cpoint. The women or that country certainly
have a genius for nursing.  Though they look
conly to the material and physical well being
Cof the child, still there 1= much good sense i
| their nuesery arrangements, 1 adopt thew

| eustom of putting hannel on my elnldren’™s

| feet, and leaving their legs bare—they shall

| never be swathed or conlined with tight huml-l
Lages; this is a Freonch invention to allow
Lmore liberty to the nurse that she may leave
A true motaer
Y ou may conceive, |

the children to themselves,
is not for a moment free, )
then, why 1 do not write to you as I once did,
having now on my shoulders, in addiion to
my domestic administration, the care of two
children,

The scienee of the mother consists of silent
mevits without pretension or parade:ifitis a
virtue in detail, adevotion at all hours,  She
must watch every little sauce pan befote the
fire.,  And you know | wmnot oneto avoid a
single trouble; even from the slightest we
may gather something to the stock of our al-
fections, O, itis so delightinl to sce the
siile of'a child when its little palate is grati-
fied. A toss of Armand’s head, on such oc¢-
casions, 15 worth u whole lile of happiness,
How mueh I give up to any other woman the
richit, the tronble, the pleasure of hi»r\\ing
apon a spoonful of sonp that Nais finds too
hot for hier!  Whenever a nurse has sutlered
a chiid to buru his tongue or its lips, she is
sure totell the mother that the child evies be-
cause it is hungry,  But, independent of this,
how can a wother sleep in peace when she
kuows that her child has been swallowing
something blown upon, perhaps, by an im-
pure breath—a mother, to whumn nature has
given no intermedinl contrivance between her
own basom and the lips of her nursling?  To
cat up for Nais, who is just getting her last
teeth, o piece of nicely cooked cutiet, and to
mix properly with well boiled potatoes, is a
work of patienee: aud, afterall, in certain
case<, noge but a wmother can know how to
coax afretiul child to eat it proper allow-
ance,  1CT had a honse full o' domesties, and
the bestuurse in Epgland, Iwculdocthe in-
duced to relinguish my personal atiention to
the Little ehagrins and vexations of the chil-
dren, which arve ovly to be met and combat-
ted with eentlenes=s, We should devote our

these sweet mnocents,. We must believe

our hands, as to theie dressing, feeding, and
lodeing., Whe hidd eries less its suf

| InGaing, Aen a chid eries, uniess ils sul-

1 . .

ey ean be elearly traced to some natueal

fault i the mother or nurse,  Sinee [ have
| had two—almost three, indeed—to take care
L of, nothing else has a place in my thoughts;
| and even you, whom I love sadearly, are be-
(come almost a sourentr! My toilet is not
Lalways inished even so late as two o’cloek:

|30 yon seo I do wpot follow the v\'nmph' of

motners who have their arartment always ar-
ranged, thetr deessing rooms, their robes, and
every thing always in order,

take alust walk before a certuin event, which
15 not tar ofi,  VWell, when n mother deter-
mines on a walk, it is a smtof era to he tulk-
ed of the evening belbrehand,  Armand was
to wear, for the tirst tume, a coat of black
velvet, a new collar which 1 had worked, a
Scoteh eap of the Stuart enlors, with feathers

i ity Nais was to be in white and rose. with |

K charming baby bonnet—{for she is still the
| haby until iy Title begear shall make his ap=
| pearance; I eall him so, hecause he will be
(the “eadet” of the {amily; and having al-

very soul, my dear Louisa, to the care of

nothing but cur own eyes, the testimony of

ciuse, I regard it as an undenmable prool of

Yesterday, as the weather was very fine |
Hor the begivning of April, 1 deterinined to

e ——————————————————

showing through it, when we have just bath-

‘ed, and sponged, and wiped ourselves, the
effect heightened by the bright colors of the
silk and velvet—ah, is there in nature any-
thing equal to it!—With what pever-satisfied
passion we call them back again and again,
that we may kiss, and kiss once more, those
dear necks which, in their simple ornament
of a collar, are far more beautiful than that
of the prettiest woman on earth, Pictures
like this are lithographed in stupid coloring,
and exhibited in shop windows, and attract
avound them crowds of mothers—why, 1
cmake them for myself every day.

Behold us at length on our walk! 1 enjoy-
ing the fiuits of my labor, admirving the little
Armand, who struts with the air of a prince,
leading baby along the road which you re-
‘member,  Suddenly a carriage is seen meet-
ing us: Ispring to lead them out of the road;
| the little rogues tumble into a mudhole, and
there’s the end of my grand operations! It
' becomes neeessary to return to the house
with them immediately and take off their wet
clothes. I eateh up the little one in my arms
without sceing that 1 am spoiling my own
dress; Mary seizes upon Armand, and thus
we resenter the house.  When a lady cries
and a child gets wet, all is said; a mother
thinks no longer of herself—she is absorbed.

The dinner-bell vings very often before a
' thing is done to these imps; and how am 1
Lt wait upon both—put on their napkins, pin
up their sleeves, and get them ready for din-
ner?  This is a problem which I solve twice
a day.  Dut in the midst of these perpetual
troubles, frolies or disasters, there is nothing
in the house forgotten by myself. It often
nappens when the children have been trou-
blesome, that I am obliged to make my ap-
pearance *‘en papillotes.” My toilet depends
upon their humor.  To get a moment to my-
|«elf to write you this letter, T was obliged to
let them cut the pictures out of my romances,
build easiles with the books, the backgam-
mon men, or the pearl connters, or suffer
Nais to wind my silk and worsted after a
fashion of her own, the complicated nature
(ol which, I assure you, shows no little skill,
while it keeps her as mute as a mouse.

After all, T have no right to complain; my
two children enjoy good health, and amuse
themselves at less expense than one would
think, They are happy with everything; a
few trifling playthings and good watching are
all they require,  Little pebbleg, of various
colors, and ghells picked up on the beach,
| constitute their happiness. The greater num-
her of these things they possess, the richer
they think themselves.  Armand holds con-
versations with the flowers, the flies, the
chickens, and insects excite his deepest ad-
miration.  Whatever is diminutive seems to
intercet them,  Armand is beginning to ask
the wherefore of evervthing. He has this
moment come to ask what | was saying to
his godmother. You know he looks upon
you as a laivy—children, you know, are al-
ways right, '

The following little incident will show
you one of" the traits of your godson. The
other day a beggar accosted us—for beggars
know very well that a mother accompanied
by her children never refuses alins, Armand
knows nothing yet of the possibility of any-
body's wanting bread, and is _quite ignorant
of the uses of money; but he Lad in his hand
a trumpet, which 1 had just bought for him
at his paurticular desire, and with the air of a
King he held thizs out to the old man, auying,
“ heve, take it!"”

' What is there upon earth to be compared
'to the joys of such a moment? The old man
asked me iff he might be permitted to kee
the toy; *“{or,” he added, as he pockete
'what I gave him without even looking at it,
1 also have children, madam.”

' When I reflect that in a few years this

This, in which I mean togive von a sketeh | tention while the sponge is passing over their | ready seen him in my dreams, 1 know I shall | dear child must be sent to colle e, I feel fita
] & | | - | o g

ol my every day duties, will perhaps remain
for a week on my table, It is not uprobable

hodies, yon would bhe frightened at the ad-
| dress and skill required to fulfil the glovious

Chave a boy,  Well! bonnet and eollar, coat,

| little soeks, tiny hoots with rose-colored la-

that _-\['I“““fl mny cut 1t np into soldiers to i duties of a mother, We must entreat and | cings muslin ll‘”f'!\} embroidered imn ﬁi“i, were

recruit his regiment, now drawn up in line
on the carpet, or into ships tor his fleet, now
manceavreing in his bathing tab, A single
day will give you a picture of the rest; they
ave all alke, and comprise but two events:
the children sufivr, or the children do not
suffer.  Here in the country literally speak-
mg, my minutes are hours, or my hours min-
utes, according to the state of the children,
If I have any peaccable hours, it is when
they are in bed, when T am neither rocking
the cradle of' the one, nor telling stories to
the other, to put them to sleep, When |

'eeold, and promise; in short, practice a sort
of charlatanry, which of conrse must possess
|the merit of concealing itself’ to he success-
ful. A child is a great politician; and, like
all politicians must be governed—by his pas-
sions,  Happily, they laugh at every thing;
if a brush falls, or a picce of soap slips thro’
the fingers, the house rings with their merry
shouts, In short, if our trivinphs are dearly
purchased, they are at least triumphs!  But
God only—for the father knows nothing of
all this—God, and you and the angels alone
can comprehend the looks that | exchange

Lall spread out on my bed,  When the two
cgay little birds, who perfeetly understood
what was going on, had their dark hair, on
the one eurled, on the other parted over the
forehead, so as to show under the bonnet:
wiren the boots had been laced, and the tiny
feet which they so beautifully adorned, had
trotted about the nursery ; when the two elean
faces, as Mary calls it, and the sparkling
eyes said, ““let us go!” oh, how my heart
throbbed! Tolook at the children whom we
have dressed with our own hands: to see the
fair and delicate skin, with the blue veins

of shivering creep overme, A publie school
sinay blight all these beautiful flowers of in-
ancy, may denaturalize all those graces, that
adorable frankness! The beautiful hair, that
I have so often combed, and curled, and
kissed, will be eut off, Oh, what will become
ofbeloved Armand ?

And you, what has beeome of you? for you
tell me nothing of yourself in your last letter.
' Adien! Nauis has just had a fall, and if I
| continue to write, this letter will be swelled
'to u volume, -

e e e —————

In a bookseller's cntnlngué, appears the
following article—** Memoirs of C}
'with a head capilally executed.”

warles 1.;
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